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SAM ANDERSON
I he End of Winter
like a stray s flat eyes
I ask it, sweetly, flinching,
"are you done with me?"
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JACK COLTON
Ode to Shaw Martial Arts Legends Box-Set
1

O, Shaw.
You hold in your bodice
The foreign guts,
Ready for consumption,
That sing of VCR chromatic aberration noise artifact ancient beauty!
That face on your cover,
With strong hands holding sword
Before hard face pull back bun samurai hair done up so
Seriously. Hard lip line brow furrow pensiveness.
Seriously?
Removing a thin, silver
Disc — this one's called "Invincible Super Guy
— I will move you like a sweet child
To the quietly consumptive tongue
Of the DVD player.
You begin with the thrums of
The Soundtrack strings, building, crashing with the kung-fu beat ot a
Taiko.
The Titles!
Subtitled. You conjure such fabulous things.
Here is a man named Antonio,
Dressed as a rugged friar,
And here is a man named Dragon,
Whose face I recognize
From the cover.
They travel cross-country!
They knock down a colorful man with a fu-manchu
In a springy mountain grotto.
Here we find ourselves in a spare pagoda
Being tended to by a kind
Man named Wally!
Do you know that
You are loved altogether?
That for all your absurdity, idiocy, irrelevance,
In me you have an unlikely heart?
6

NATHAN DURHAM
Christening
winner of the Propper Prize for Poetry
In uncertain hours I imagine myself blue as
the collar of your dress shirt, where, tonight,
I bury my face. Winter, as it descends,
sharpens itself on our necks:
Here, the sunset, poisonous.
Here, the word dark, and then actual darkness,
which a word cannot predict, or describe.
Here, the two of us, unhidden.
On our way back, I pretend to watch
bitter night, its contours. I am watching you.
At midnight, 1 am heavy on your chest,
and we do not break. Closeness punctures fear,
we decide, even though we are not afraid.
We are cold. After immersion, we forgive
this season's paper heart, desolate whiteness,
press our chests toward crucifixion, ripe with ice.

7

After Saint Matthew
And in the fullness of time our walls fell in on their sides, and therefore we were dead.
But this was before I stopped believing in God, and heaven was a queer queer place.
And as it is written, Michael fucked Gabriel in the back room of God s pool house.
And in those days you left a hickey on my back in the shape of a halo,
and therefore I asked you what it meant to be crucified. The wise men
cried like children when they found our bodies, left us gifts.
And it came to pass that King Herod was holy and Jesus was holy
and both of them are dead and therefore we are holy. And after the decree
we killed our firstborn and our secondborn and we did not cry,
and therefore we climbed Elijah like angelfire.
When in the fullness of time God had died and his tombstone sealed itself
dark as the darkest corner of my bloody black heart, we sang Hallelujah
to your blot red stone, sang swing low, Lord, swing way down low.
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CHARLOTTE FABE
Color studies and other field notes
A navy jumper.

Full of sorrow and bitter moons stitched in the pockets. Find there clippings o
yesterday s paper — and yes — fondness that has soured and curdled.
Ruin.
Cloaca Maxima. (6th cent.) System of tunnels beneath Rome. Oldest and
most unknown of the holy city. Flowing through it are human remains both
fresh and crystallized by time. Italian men joke its acherontic sewage could be
schiuma.
Schiuma.

Curling soft cornsilk colored cream, heated and consumed with espresso. Lasts
mere minutes before the onset of liquidation.
Acheron.
Hades — hell. You name it. The growing pit in my stomach which you neatly
carve.
Achromatistous.
The negation of color. Winter may be very white, but when the landscape is
cloaked entirely in the monochrome flaming reflection of the sun, the happy
marriage between life and color is annulled. Pain in th e ass.
Albedo.
White glowing light which emanates from a planetary body. I see it in your
teeth. And the endless endless snow.
"Black as the inside of a cow—'
Old sailor talk for a poor field of view. See: high seas, no hope, abandon all
hope.
9

EMILY GRAF

Last April

For Andrew

I asked once to be fed
so you brought me the dark in your cupped hands,
and when I ate from them I made such
a mess my chin grew slick with overflow, with
intention to devour, like the Kokosing
when spring rears up and charges from the hills,
horses of melting ice uprooting all the
tender green things,
all the words we exchanged over the dinner table,
eating your fetuccini with sauteed mushrooms,
drinking your red wine, plucking olives from a green bowl
and making mandalas of briny pits,
as day loosened into melancholy
dusk.
But that was another time.
This morning
the horizon begins
kerosene blue,
little flames,
until the whole sky
is burning and again
I bear witness without you.
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Striking Matches
i.
You are dealing cards on a picnic table, the wood
bruise-hued, bloated with rain, its seams crusted chalky-white.
Someone jokes "cocaine" because we're high, I say,
"It's probably bird shit." We're playing cards
and I'm talking to make sure you hear me. In the game,
you and I are partners. I forget the rules.
Not Hearts. It's not Hearts but I might be—
the rain ceased hours ago, but the light that burnishes
your hands is still wet.
II.
You are in your apartment learning Spanish from Cuaron films.
Your shirt smells cold,
of struck matches and want. You're using something sharp to tune gears that
turn your hands black—in your hands,
I am
a melting icicle, I am a fringe of foam the tide leaves behind.
I'm not going anywhere, but I might be
shrinking.
III.
You have an impulse to gather
all the cards to you while they're still dry, still make that busy click when
shuffled,
but also
to drink the whiskey that's been passed to you. It tastes
like marigolds might.
Hot crowns, dry flares.

I wonder if I've spoken in the last hour. I wonder if instead I ve been
dancing
with hands that steer, then free of them, in the bloom of light
tossed from a window, revolving to the tune you shuffle: redheart black-heart redheat black—
IV.
You are leaning against the wall of the Rijksmuseum, and it is leaning
back on you while you watch the black crowns of trees
swell with birds, then deflate. My feet are icy
and I just broke a toenail, the Marley's seams
bejeweled with blood. You just lit a cigarette and the rush has you
in a headlock.
V.
In my sleep I open my mouth and a spider drops in.
I swallow—I always swallow. Transparent threads suspend
me from the ceiling and I kick my legs like a Rockette,
I kick my legs like a beetle on its back,
I kick the blankets free.
You hold still on your side of the bed,
your body curled around a vacancy.
VI.
You are giving up on card games, you are weaving your hand
in the small of my back and I want to put my mouth to it.
If I wanted to tell you everything I'd sleep with my mouth closed
and wake with it open.
1 don't want to tell you everything.
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JOHN FOLEY
or, to a place between the doorways,
he went looking, as the brandywine moon dipped into Crane Lake, for a portal to a place
beyond doorways
no
we went looking, as the brandywine moon dipped into Crane Lake, for a portal to a place
beyond doorways and windowpanes
or
the brandywine moon dipped into Crane Lake as we lookedfor a place beyond windowpanes.
We were smart enough to know that doorways and windowpanes weren't portals at
all.Just markers, like a lamp post or a height chart. Here now there."
he held his hand and together they dipped their toes into Crane Lake, along with the
brandywine moon.
two drunken grooms, in tweed jackets and lapsed seriousness, running
hands still: solidly together, hands together on a bright moon night.
the bright night was the reward for the start, the portal was the word, he had jumped.
saying it. so someone else might hear.
Thanks for saying. Now I feel like the window is open. Now I know."
scratch all of that.
Words aren t a portal either. They aren't a wardrobe or a whirlpool between worlds.
There is no lion at the table. Nor a witch at the top of an ice-hill. Sometimes there are
thrushes and swallows. Sometimes the cold water laps our faces like a kiss or a pop
ping grape gum bubble.
so he said no words actually, and he held no hand in the night, the fence on Moore Hill
was still the fence on Moore Hill, the water on Crane Lake wasn't cold enough to kiss
13

him. it felt like cooling porridge.
looking under the brandywine moon, over Crane Lake, for a portal to a place beyond
doorways, he found only his face in the mosquito night.
his face in the mosquito night—burned and bitten; touched
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origami skin
i live in that
great house.
it heaved; my formative
breakfasts
spent reading
My Name is America
tasting another boys
chapstick—
under the trampoline
the hushing leaf grass
whirring-whisper:
the sound of a secret
the sound of someone who doesn't realize that it 's summer
tranquillissimo and our profiles
staring across the turquoise-stained glass
at the thought of each other
and the murmuring:
of other flocks
and falling spires
the ash of parents we half-know
it all globs
into our eyes and pores
and folds
secretly into our
skin
our dear,
tissuey,
origami skin.
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CLAIRE ROBERTSON
where do we go from here? • digital photography
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TIM JURNEY
reduced
i wrestle open-mouthed with gods asleep / these
nights / awake / these gods / naked sinew and oil
in temple sheets / in softer skin / hard mouths /
in dreams / feet flexed / mouth clenched / wet tongue
and i blink / i'm left with old coffee in my teeth /
i accept your challenge o gods / i say
/ stay away from the
mortals / stay away from the
gleaming tumble altogether
instead i cling to my aorta
like a pillar / i swing myself around its thick marble
like in a musical / and i sing like
druids / eight voices chant from my sooty throat /
offering insides to the alabaster / i keep
spilling organs onto my spine of white steps
and weak! / a moment of rosemary / i'm back
wrestling shameless / but / the promise i've broken
also salts your blood / your tongue
has the same spice / and my aorta / like
screaming pots / boils over
fuck! fine! / hey you! / come into my house now /
see me sputtering / dancing with the whites of my eyes
reach into me / as I swing around and around the marbled
veins singing whole choirs to fill the hollow rafters in my skull
/ and pull out the only thing i have left / a voice box / saying
again and again fuck me gods fuck me gods fuck me gods
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tiny funeral
it's an aphorism ! but i keep brushing my teeth:
the word it died in my mouth
i bit your tongue ! and it died in my mouth —
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KATIE KAESTNER
Vermilion Lady
There's a bucolic silence nestled between us
As our feet drown in the milky flour of sand,
As your long sculpted fingers engulf my small own
In a maternal embrace to forever stand.
Up ahead is the demesne of Poseidon's birth,
Veiled heavens on its brow, blushing a rose so coy,
And the whispering chorus of susurrant swells
Sings to the heart of the hearkening earth in joy.
Its soft breath stirs the vermilion about you,
And with a smile you gather your ebony locks,
Zephyrs of yellow kissing the backs of our necks,
Romancing the sea with every light step you walk.
The cry of a seagull echoes the beryl breadth,
This blue obscurity of which you love so dear,
This kingdom of our reign, until by Tune conquered,
Of memories with you I will always hold near.
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MAYA KAUFMAN
350° Fahrenheit
The floor, dusted with flour,
Is winter s first frost.
And mother says,
Don't forget to wash your hands.
She cannot stand
Those sticky fingers,
Those egg yolk palms.
And mother says,
When will they be ready ?
Their sweetness is a salutation
To another winter, come and then gone.
And mother says,
You haven't baked in so long.
But the broken eggshells underneath my feet
Make me tread so carefully now
For I must not get the recipe wrong.
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SAMUEL LAGASSE
What a Dead Child Trumpets
In the streets that wind to a high Wall,
to a dead child, to dim Jericho,
the hot sludge of the groves is hissing.
God dresses in burnt palm,
his dark spit dribbled like tar,
the June crosshairs of a rifle catching.
Before the summer bullet s firing,
a rams horn trumpet calls.
One shot between the temples.
One shout. In the streets that wind,
the parents of the dead child are mourning,
listening in a City left open.
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CORAL LEE
Botticelli's Promises
I promise to surround you with
beautiful things
with over-bloomed cornflowers
and gnarled toes
and do not forget:
with beasts on my shoulders,
1 will rise.
I'll peel away the veils of
gold-dusted grasses and
salty skies and
when you find yourself
losing yourself
to the earth,
I will clothe you.
Together we will cut our hair
and together
we will sing.
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seventeen years in review
my friend,
this is seventeen years in review.
i want you to have telescopes for eyes
to look past the cloudiness of the skies
and nod slowly when you finally
see the things that you know were never there.
she put our mind games
and secret languages to bed
tucked them under the covers,
murmured a good night or something like that
pulled a gun from under her pillow
to light a cigarette from behind her ear.
baileys is sweeter over ice
bug's life is funnier with baileys
the couch is sweaty when we watch bug's life together
the shortest route is 2,303 miles
if i said i missed your belly button 2,303 times
would that open the los angeles times on your coffee table to the article of
the boy
that tried to smell the tornado
months before it came
the man with words stuck in honey
with grubby fingers
rubs his round belly.
no one knows he gets his strength from the nugget of warmth
tucked behind his lower lip
can i kiss you
somewhere secret, hidden in your right brain so it doesn't have to be
logical, sequential, or rational
it wasn't your bobbing throat
your droopy eyes
or your disgusting earlobes.
23

i just don't want your mothers boyfriend's sisters leftovers
flaccid chicken skin on the fridge shelf
cheap wine looks wimpy in a snowman mug
dinner is served
a bike ride is the best medicine, i say
almost buzzes as good as the high after a run
but of course there's always slow dancing in Somalia
you taught me how to whittle sticks on the guitar
my shoes were still wet
i played it back to you on the piano
feeling fat on a malaysian jungle cruise
is not something to be missed.
falling asleep next to our anchored, clammy hands is.
my darling,
that was not seventeen years in review.
get microscopes for ears
because there's nothing you need to hear
that isn't the deep resounding,
confounding,
bounding breath
that is inside of you.

LEE 24

MAR EN LESS
It Could Have Been a Firefly's Death:
Can I tell you a secret?
I cooked the wasp.
It was huge. The biggest wasp I'd ever seen.
It landed in a hying pan and I put the lid on, like when we were kids,
catching hreflys in mason jars.
This isn't something I wanted to mention.
I saw it explode.
There were times I forgot to punch holes in the tops of jars
and the lights lasted long enough to forget
impermanence.
But some things get to die whole.
Never reduced to the stuff we try to hide. Sewing ourselves up if we open,
ashamed of what's inside.
I should have been repulsed by it:
watching it convulse before releasing the sum of itself
on the sides of the pan.
I owed it that—
not to look.
But they taught me to be looked at,
I didn't know.
When I followed him to the turtle eggs that would
follow the moon into the sea.
I left behind something, too.
I left some of myself there without looking,
but I couldn't help myself.
I looked at what was inside
of you.

25

EMMA LEWIS

Neighbor
Virgil lives in
the stone shed
outside of her
nursing home.
In the evening,
he sits behind
the rose bush,
counting petals.
In the morning,
she looks out
her window
and sees him
standing by
the oak tree.
Carefully,
slowly, he
begins carving
the poem of
her life into
its bark with
a blue stone.
She watches.
Every letter is
so small and
so complete.
She can't read it.
How young
he looks, she
thinks softly,
and how free.
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SYDNEE LINDBLOOM
Stargazer
She tries to distinguish between
hero and bear and beast,
and draw lines and boundaries.
She tries to organize
by culture, by theme, by shared points
but they are inseparable.
The sky would look different if just one of those millions were
gone. Lost forever without her ever getting the chance to know what it was.
So she looks up
because the sky is the same
and different each night. And she loves that
there is always more
to learn about something
that is seemingly
the same.
She is old.
Older than the names of the figures she studies
but not older than those points of light.
Civilizations have fallen around her
and she only sees those glowing orbs.
Untouchable by anything besides the mind.
For her entire life
she has looked up. Her neck is at an
impossible angle, perfected after five thousand years.
She has been looking up for so long
that she has forgotten what it is like to be a part of this world.
Her body is barely human;
Who needs hands when you have stars.
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KEVIN MCKINNEY
A glass of milk before bed
They lay until their lighter parts had melted,
skin gone tender like pulled pork,
sinew loosened and slipped,
their muscles dripped between their ribs.
Under the ground they
lay amongst each other— Fingers
tangled in vertebrae, an ulna,
one jaw snug to the other s clavicle.

(their bones)

In a thousand years, smudged glass cases,
the skeletons face each other.
Here's a bond that will last longer
than stares between eyes that turn to mush:
The curator s error has given each the other s hand.
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DANIEL RASCH
Poem For a Piece of Abstract Art
It's loud
It's pointy
Bright stripes, edges—
Turmoil to live inside
I was walking down one edge when it ended
so abruptly that I slipped off and fell into chaos
chaos so wide
so bright
Into every color and shape known to man; they spoke to me:
"we are your city, your creation, fear us not," cried chaos
but in such a loud and cacophonous myriad voice that I began to shake
uncontrollably
mid-fall
spasming and cursing the architect and all his damned cubist friends
so in a way, I fit right in: my motion into the violent continuum, my voice
into the dissonant chorus
Life here is uncomfortable
Trapped inside a reaction to a boring, self-similar world—
A broken deliberate blur of life, motion, and color.
Bright stripes, edges—
Its busy here
Nothing gets done,
and everybody's screaming
for one reason or another
or none at all

29

ROSA SHIPLEY
« «
I sit and I listen to French vocabulaire and I think about you.
I hear the word mort.
It glides up and over the chalk outline of my consciousness. Coconut oil and
wool and pavement.
The word mort.
You don't speak French.
When you found out that I spoke French, you did that thing that a lot of
boys do
where you pretend to speak French
and say fromage and purse your lips and it goes on
for a little too long.
And after it goes on for a little too long, you look up
and see if I like it.
All you're saying to me is cheese.
You like that I speak French.
Mort mort mort. You would
hear more.
I'm getting mean now. Desole. De soleiL

Maybe we should just not talk for a while.

30

Spleen Qi Deficiency
Sometimes, bodies decay.
This happens in death, this happens for nutrients and food for baby snails
and worms.
—Maybe snails, baby worms—
It happens to me now
Because I think I am sad.
I was really well and now I'm not.
A burning, deep in my throat
A pressing out what was my spirit before,
The types of things that I should reject, but it hurt
Really a lot.
It sort of eeee-ked out, acid burp by acid burp
Leaving a slimy trail of panic, hypochondria bacteria.
What will become of me?
But first, what comes out of me?
Here's what:
That class I took on genocide
Where we would watch documentaries
And I, well-dressed, would look
Away from the screen when I anticipated
That a dead body, a corpse
Composed in photons, would appear.
The class was in springtime
And so I decided to look over my neighbors shoulder
At the blossoms outside.
What else? What else left
Chemtrails on my wasted esophagus?
(Coffee-stained and gridded with pieces of weed
Forced breath, bread, and good vocabulary)
When I couldn't and didn't tell
That I couldn't reciprocate.
That one is one I held in pretty well,
But I wrote it in a poem everyone read.
31

I got him to surprise me at the airport,
Made out with him, and let him tell me, drunk,
that he loved me.
I scratched his back, tracing resentfully,
and looking for new freckles
That I'd let myself miss out on.
And looking at his cinnamon skin as I breathed it in,
To see if my sweet acid-breath was
concentrated enough to change the color in his pigment.
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DAN SOLWAY
tender foot
He was measured steps of fallen grace,
The chaos of heat, the open
Heart that refused the sky
And the hand that took it.
Eyes like dark mud:
Easy to fall into,
Quick to stick you.
She was neither
Firm nor hesitant, but
Stuck on the thread between
The two. A touch of dawn,
The slow growth of moss,
The white whisper that rested
On her lips.
His blade was useless,
And his fingers burned. His heart
Resembled deception — the battered shell
Of a crumbling jewel.
The ice cracked and heads turned
To watch him perish.
He could hear a voice,
Distant, near, resonating.
The showering sun erased
The remaining footprints left
By a tender foot on woven ice.
She, resembled a flower
When it is torn to pieces.

33

Sister
How long did you wait
for death?
Not a black-winged death or
a death
That came prepared—
No harbinger, no omen.
Just a bolt of black and thunderous
Smoke that burned in the body.
An oven at rest.
A silent blaze.
Docile both within
And without.
A lamb's death.
Innocent to those who watched
But not to those who hungered
And certainly not
To those who ate.
Will longing ever reach
You, nameless sister?
I would never call you coward,
For I do not know what coward means.
You embraced the fence,
Electric and weighdess.
How long did you wait?
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ZOE TATARSKY

Reach
I reach my arms around a woman who has lost a son
to measure her sadness against my bare wrists
her fleshy hips spill over bone like tears
but she herself grows hollow
her body
a balloon willing itself to sink
as she presses her chest against mine
the gray in her shirt lingers
like a stain
refusing to bleed out in the wash.
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ALLY YOUNG
A Letter
Dear Sir,
In an attempt to get a hold of myself I have spent the day mapping the
curves of love:
Turkey-tail mushrooms,
Sunflower cores,
Weather patterns over the poles.
The truth is I wanted to write you into cowlicks,
Send you into succulents.
I wanted to become.
Yours very truly,

36

Salty Dog Blues
for Mississippi John Hurt
Fourteen moons have waxed fat and waned paper-thin
Since I fell for you,
Heavy as a Sycamore.
In that time I have realized four things:
(One) that I was a goat in some other life and I have been a goat, too,
in this one, a goat chasing salt licks, a goat careening into floods of brackish
water, sprinting into bandsaws to taste the bitter-bad salt in blood, a goat
since I met you, darting fast from good things (two men with minds like
steel-cut flytraps, a girl with honey caught in her voice box, and at least one
fawn-colored bullion boy) just to lick the salt from between my own arm
and rib cage,
(Two) that for my entire life before today I had never heard of the
Bonneville Salt Flats in Bonneville, Utah, but today I have, and today I've
made up my mind. I want to leave this landlocked lowland and move to that
one, I want to sleep on the flats until my skin burns salt-hot, to eat only salt
flat and bum salt fires, want to carve the outlines of your body into salt flat
bright whites, to do this for the rest of my life,
(Three) that there is something about the bridge of your nose which
will always remind me of a rudder cutting through the Dead Sea, where
there is no fear of sinking,
(Four) that I have written it wrong but I want it, wrong,
you,
Halite,
Preserved in isometric crystals,
Behind my eyes.
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KYRA BALDWIN
That Year
That year, my grandma almost died at Christmas Eve dinner. We sat around our
biannually used Ethan Allen table and ate my mother s overcooked beef stew
and a piece lodged in the wrinkled, I'm sure, esophagus of my osteoporotic
grandmother and with a gurgling, we glanced over and noticed her dying. My
osteoporotic mother jumped up, wrapping her frail arms around the wrinkled,
I'm sure, ribcage of my grandmother and began the Heimlich maneuver, echo
ing the movement she saw in that Chris Farley sketch once, and my father, more
big-boned, called 911. The paramedics arrived and they took her to the hospital,
and I cleaned the kitchen, wondering if my inheritance would include osteoporo
sis. I walked around my vacant house, and briefly considered my grandmother s
life and what the doctors would do at the hospital to continue it; she, like me,
insisted on living. Where did I read that? No, I thought of that myself, I m sure,
I can be so clever — and the thought of my grandmother was disrupted and did
not return until I saw her the next day, and she handed me a $50 bill. I hugged her,
as I do twice a year, and briefly considered my arms around her, reverse Heimlich,
wrapping around her wrinkled rib cage. I gave my two brothers and my one sister
gift cards. They gave me the same, except my littlest brother who gave me a shitty
drawing. My aunt told me two billion dollars worth of gift cards went unused
last year. Companies can be so clever. We ate Christmas dinner at our round table
instead that night and had chicken noodle soup and nobody choked. Halfway
through, my aunt realized we hadn't said grace and she made us do it right then.
We all thanked her God and then kept drinking the soup because it isn t eating.
And then I helped clean the kitchen and went to bed and didn t think of gods
again until Easter.
That year, my next-door neighbor broke my little brother s leg. We had
persuaded my mother to buy a trampoline, which she called the death trap-oline
at dinner parties and on phone calls. My father claimed to be worried as well,
but built it far too readily and merrily for this to be true. Our trampoline firmly
existed on our yellow-green lawn for seven months before our pubescent neigh
bor crossed the border onto our land and demanded to use it. We knew he was
infatuated with our toy, we saw him drag his chair to the window each day, we saw
him perch at his meager lookout point, we saw his chubby-faced, furrow-browed
surveillance. That day, my youngest brother and I watched his bold territorial pas
sage from our kitchen, between the bones of our glass-paned door. 1 approached
the alien with diplomatic coolness, concealing my repulsion at his dribbling
sweat, the almost-perceptible palpitations of his nervous pulse. I listened as his
voice cracked of adolescence and anxiety. 1 felt like a hero when 1 let him climb
the ladder onto the uncertain surface. My little brother and I watched him adjust
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to the undulations until he was romping around, his loose skin cresting and folding,
an ugly testament to his delight. I then saw him relinquish control as he jumped too
high, his laugh twisting into panicked squeals. I saw his flailing descent onto my little
brother's ungrown kneecap, and I heard the crack of a body 's infrastructure breaking. I
heard my youngest brother's gasping and howling, and I noticed he was in pain. The fat
boy quickly fled, my father drove his little son to the emergency room, and my mother
burned our dinner.
That year, my clinically insane aunt came to stay with us. Her house had been
foreclosed; she blamed congress, my parents blamed her gambling. She arrived with
one suitcase, a Ziploc bag full of lottery tickets — her housewarming gift — and a
Yorkshire terrier my sister was allergic to. She had purchased the dog from a local
pet store to cope with the passing of her beloved cat Trixie, who had died two years
ago. Three years ago, her husband had also died. She disrupted the secular traditions
of our house with Protestantism, and every night at grace she prayed that Trixie was
enjoying heaven. My aunt existed in our green-shingled house for eight months before
my mother and father evicted her. She stayed in our guestroom, which she deplored
because of the cantaloupe-colored wallpaper patterned with various species of gourd.
We all united in my aunt's strangeness, especially after the discovery that she slept
holding an urn of Trixie's ashes. This, her gambling, her imposed religion, and that her
dog pissed every time someone rang the doorbell all contributed to her eventual evic
tion, though my oldest brother swears it was primarily because she sold our microwave
online. After her departure, she joined a San Francisco homeless society and became
a correspondent for their street newspaper; she writes biannually to tell us how much
happier she is.
That year, my sister got married in New Jersey. She called my parents the next day
to warn them she was bringing her spouse Alex home. My mother, who had big, whitepuffy-dressed fantasies, cried; my brothers mocked how she had eloped to Atlantic
City instead of making it to Las Vegas with some dignity; my father laughed bleakly at
their jokes in an attempt to cope with how his little daughter hadn't let him walk her
down the aisle. I had no thoughts on the matter except that couples who get married
before age 25 are far more likely to get divorced, and my sister, being 23, was evidently
rather ignorant. She and Alex arrived at our house at around dinnertime, and my
mother recoiled when Alex wrapped her arms around my mothers wrinkling, I'm sure,
ribcage. Alex had bulging insect eyes, crudely-cut yellow hair, full, rouged lips, and was
also a woman. My siblings acclimated rapidly to this startling development, including
Alex and her swollen eyes in a conversation about which local convenience stores don't
card. My parents, though, generationally behind, spent the meal abstaining from my
mother's overcooked beef stew and the obligation of eye contact. We were all aware of
their internal vacillation as they tried to reconcile their complacent tolerance with their
undeniable discomfort that these societal issues were no longer merely ideological.
This tangible homosexuality that had seeped through our certain walls had called into
question their liberalism and the accompanying individuality it had provided them in
our conservative, Catholic, corporate town. Perhaps they were not so singular, so sepa
rate from their blinkered neighbors, and this human terror made itself known in their
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silence, their inability to comment out of fear of betraying either part of themselves.
After the uncomfortably quiet dinner, even Alex helped clean the kitchen before she
and my sister departed, saying they would return on Easter. No one ever remarked on
Alex's gender, but my parents quietly voted conservatively the next year.
That year, my father cheated on my mother. He came home smelling like ciga
rettes most nights, and we'd hear him stumble down to the couch where we would find
hi.n sleeping in the morning. We would jump on him until he woke up and beg for
p. n cakes and a tree house and sometimes he said yes and other times he would yell at
u' for waking him and didn't we know how hard he worked. There were closed-door,
n i filed arguments and my oldest brother would drive away and the rest of us would
si uetimes try to eavesdrop and other times turn the TV up so high our heads ached
a J our ears rang. And my mother cried a lot and when we asked why, she blamed a
f ty kneecap, she said she was getting old, she said our father thought so too. On her
1 liday, my father came with chrysanthemums and carnations and a shiny neck1 . he said his i-love-you's, and she kissed him on the cheek. We gave her cards and
•s, shitty drawings and hugs, and she kissed each of us on the cheek and said her
Ank-you's, and then we all went to bed, and the next morning, my father wasn t on
o couch. My oldest brother kept calling him a bastard, he kept calling my mother
i oak, he smelled like cigarettes, and he stopped coming home. Years later, I called my
brother a bastard for abandoning us and my brother told me about the woman with
rouged lips and no wrinkles and the receipts my mother found, and hadn 11 realized
all those years ago. And then he drove away and I stopped coming home, and 1 called
my father a bastard and my mother weak, and I wonder if my little brother will do the
same someday.
That year, the cicadas came and I thought they were fairies. 1 was therefore
extremely disappointed with both the quality of fairies and their inaccurate representa
tion in the media. Fairies were lovely and lithe, they were not swollen-eyed little beasts
that swarmed our shingles and crowed white noise and put shadows in the sky. 1 spent
the month ofJune trying to destroy this dichotomy; I wore my heavy winter boots
and traversed my backyard, stomping on any ugly, black reminder ot reality. I thought
it was my stamping feet that made the throngs flee, but they came back, as they always
do, seventeen years later. And that year, I watched the hordes come, felt them pounding against my home and threatening its infrastructure with their collective weight; I
could feel their mass pushing past my skin and into my intestines, drowning out my
pulse with their hammering noise. That year, 1 had grown too weary to defy the droves,
to even put forth the weak defense of clomping handmedown boots; I let them overtake me. I let them tar the windows and penetrate the walls and devour the innards of
my own shingled home, where 1 sleep above my children and next to a person I once
loved, now wrinkling, now waiting, and I think of my mother and my father and Trixie
and their disintegration and how my shingled home, so proud and perfect, is built ot
ashes. And my children will be forced to construct homes out of the dust they have
inherited, the absurdities now blistered on their skin. And some year the cicadas will
come to them, devoid of loveliness, as always, and they too will realize that they are
wrinkling and waiting to crumble.
i
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ANNETTE COVRIGARU
Echoes of Time

winner of the Muriel C. Bradhrook Prize

1
Queens, New York. 2013.
"A cousin give me this," she says, smoothing over the brooch with her
thumb. "She give me this before she left: Romania. And then her ship was sank
by Germans and she die." My grandmother asks if I would like any more sherry,
which she keeps in a glass medicine bottle. I am silent as she pours me another
shot. "Is why I don't like fish. When I eat I think the fish eat her and I eat the fish.
Is spoiled. Her declarative tone is jarring, but her accent is soothing. It gives her
a mystique that I can't quite mimic, nor have yet to observe in any other human
being. Her words possess something pure and rare. I press the button and start
recording.
2
Bucharest, Romania. 1942.
Rifca held Lotti as she shivered in her sleep. The room, which both sisters
shared, was meant to be a service room for the maid. It belonged to the family thai
lived in the rest of the apartment, but they rented it for cheap. They were required
to take the back stairs instead of the elevator when coming and going. A sofa, sink,
and toilet were more than enough.
She kept her head veiled with a scarf as she walked into the pharmacy
for work. The customers either greeted her with smirks or disregarded her as she
continued to the small laboratory in the back. Her boss's wife, a beefy Christian j
woman with a delicate disposition, snuck in behind her.
"How are you faring?" she whispered.
Fine.
Rifca was always curt when discussing business. These adjustments in speech
were necessary. A queer inflection, a careless slur, a hushed prayer, Rifca learned,
could all lead to accusations if overheard by someone untrustworthy, unknown.
The Christians, those indecisive people, snatched businesses and nabbed politi
cians, dangled Jews from meat hooks and etched curses on the remainders of theii
disemboweled bodies. They glared and shunned and tolerated. Only few empa
thized with those woeful eyes. How grateful Rifca was to have found what was so
rare in Christians - kindness.
Throughout the day, Rifca measured crystalline salicylates and prepared
caplets of aspirin with steady hands, which she then bottled and labeled with the
same precision. It was comforting to have a profession. Her brother, Avraham,
worked on the assembly line in a tire factory in Ia$i. A job, yes. But not a durable
profession. Lotti, barred from universities, would have to continue medical school
«rt.
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'after the war," a phrase with little weight or meaning.
Like his wife, Mr. Tilea, Rifcas boss, checked up on her. His stoicism and
professionalism often eroded when he entered that back room.
"How much do you need?" he asked her.
"A kilogram should do."
He left the lab and returned with a paper bag.
"Here," he said, handing it to her.
She nodded with a thank you.
"Be safe."
These final words were full of worry as he walked out the door.
That night, moonlight flickered behind shifting clouds, partially illuminating
t he park. As she waited, Rifca blended in with the darkened silence. She kept the
bag under the bench and behind her feet, a layer of ripe fruits concealing the items
eneath it. The park, with its serpentine trails and gardens, was a floral maze. Safe
p.d misleading.
A woman wearing a tattered coat gently approached Rifca. She gestured to
he open space on the bench. Rifca nodded and the woman sat beside her.
"How much for couch syrup and aspirin?" the woman asked. Her chills
ppled through Rifca's bones.
"80 lei."
As the woman shifted through her purse, Rifca unearthed the bottles of
nedicine from the paper bag. They swapped without speaking. Before getting up,
the woman took Rifca's hand and held it in her own, tenderly squeezing it. Then
she stood up and walked off into the dimly lit night.
3
Boto§ani, Romania. 1947.
The multicolored blur of natures hues mesmerized Rifca as she sat on
the train with her husband. She peered and pondered the specs of red and gold in
the vastness of green, the distorted vision of the train in the river s reflection, the
crooked houses teetering on the mountainsides.
"Is it like this where you live?" she asked.
"Eh, not so much."
Earlier that day, Bercu had been late to his own wedding. Besides the
cou pie, the only two attendees were Mr. Tilea and Rifcas uncle, who were there
as witnesses. But as the afternoon passed on, they began to question whether they
would be needed.
"Maybe he changed his mind!" they teased.
Rifca and Bercu had contemplated marriage for five years now, but Bercu
refused to wed until he completed his final year of medical school. His education
had been halted by Romania's wartime decree that forbid Jews from attending
universities. After the war, as a consolation, the universities offered an exam to
those unfortunate students shy of credits that, if passed, would automatically
reward them their diploma. But what kind of doctor would Bercu be without the
full six years of schooling? Without the hospital clinics, the experience? What

kind of man would he be if he complied with yet another decree? If he allowed his
education to be manipulated and devalued again and agin? So Bercu reenrolled in
university and Rifca waited.
But now he was ready for marriage, and what a day for a wedding!Josip Tito,
the dictator of Yugoslavia, was is Bucharest visiting King Mihai of Romania. This
one man's regality resulted in a complete shutdown of the city's transportation.
Busses and subways were suspended. Bridges and roadways were barricaded. Cars
and taxis were diverted. Bercu, witnessing the chaos and obstructions, chuckled
out of frustration. He had no option but to walk to City Hall.
"Oh, how wonderful a guest Tito is!" Rifca joked.
Their wearisome trip ended as the train pulled into the station. It was already
late, and the darkness of night guided them as they trekked to Bercu s childhood
home.
As they neared the house, Rifca noticed a candle in the highest window. The
window framed a girl whose features were obscured by the flame's unsteady light.
Her presence permeated the empty street like a watchful phantom. A surge of
coldness overcame Rifca, and she adjusted her shawl to cover her shoulders and
neck.
"Are they all home?" Rifca asked Bercu as he knocked on the door.
"I'd assume so."
The muffled noise of Bercu s pounding fist made the house seem hollow, and
it surprised Rifca that anyone even answered the door.
"Bercu?"
"Ima," he greeted his mother in a boyish tone.
Bercu's father and two sisters shuffled downstairs squinting their tired eyes,
except for the younger sister, Anuta, who appeared awfully alert for such a late
hour.
"Why are you here?" The mother asked them both, yet looked only at Rifca.
They had met once before at the pharmacy where Rifca worked, but it was a brief
and businesslike encounter.
"She's my wife."
"Your wife?" the father repeated.
"Yes."
"You married a girl without a dowry?" He knew only of Rifca s status and
nothing of her being. "You're a doctor! A doctor! And you choose to take her?
You left me with two girls to marry! How foolish could you be?"
The father's shouts echoed in everyone's ears. He yanked Anuta's feeble wrist
and threw the girl at her brother. Bercu desperately tried to subdue his sister's
convulsing body, but her hysterics were ceaseless.
"Take her with you!" the father demanded.
"But I..."
"Don't leave without taking a girl!"
Anuta, no older than fifteen, clung to her brother s waist with her nails and
wailed as if someone were beating her with a brick.
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"Please don't go without me! You won't! You won't!"
"But I ...we should..." Bercu muttered, reaching out for his wife's hand.
"No!" Anuta shrieked. She ran up the stairs. Freed from his sister's grasp,
Bercu took Rifca and hurried out the door.
"Bercu!"
The couple looked up at the house's facade and saw Anuta standing on the
window ledge. Her torso swayed in the breeze. Then she stiffened and fell for
ward, her arms stretching outward with nothing to embrace. Rifca looked away.
4
Piatra Neamt, Romania. 1932.
As January settled in, icy veins of frost crept across the windowpanes.
Snow continuously flittered and coated nature with white. Rifca watched in
amusement as her siblings climbed the slicked tree out front. The branches bent
and waved, brittle twigs extending like delicate fingers. That was the tree their
father had planted, a nuca tree. Come spring, theirs was the only yard littered with
nuts. All three children would gather the nuts by hand, rubbing the raw, indented
shells with their palms. Father would inspect their findings and, if ripe enough, the
nuts would be used to bake nuca bread. Sometimes the scent of dough lingered in
the corners of the house, as did extra loaves in the cupboards.
"Take this!" Rifca said, handing her father a loaf of nuca bread. He was
preparing to journey to a neighboring city with his brothers for business. A horse
drawn sleigh loaded with barrels of wine for delivery stood beyond the tree with
her pesky siblings.
"Thank you," he said, grinning. As he was about to leave, he had an over
whelming realization. "Oh, and before I go..." he paused to run into his room and
rummage through a drawer."... An early birthday gift.'
He handed her a gold watch. It had a thin band and a small circular face
like a pill. The time was stuck on 5:19.
"It needs to be repaired a bit. But it works.
Rifca tried to impress her father by snapping it around her wrist with one
hand, but she was clumsy and kept dropping it.
"Here, do it like this." He clamped it shut effortlessly. You 11 figure it
out."
Rifca kissed her father on the cheek, and then he left.
On the ninth ofjanuary, seven days after her birthday, Rifcas father returned
home. Her mother opened the door to greet her husband, letting in a gust of
snowy air. Rifca peeked through the crack behind her mother. She saw a black
blanket draped over the sled and her uncles kneeling beside it. Her mother s face
turned as gray as the winter sky.
"Inside. Now." she commanded her daughter while she slipped on a pair
of boots to go outside.
When she reentered the house, Rifca, Lotti, and Avraham were waiting
quietly in the kitchen. A weary stillness settled over them. Their father, they were
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told, had died of a stroke. Rifca felt the fingers of her ribcage interlock and tighten
around her heart. The sounds of her sisters sobs and her brother s resistances
were warbled and muffled.
"Don't talk this way, mommy! I'll beat you if you talk this way! Stupid
things! Don't repeat it, I'll beat you!"
There came a point where only silence was heard. The creaking, the
dripping, the stomping, the moaning. Every word, uttered or not, had succumb to
a permanent loss of sound. It was in this silence that Rifca laid on the floor v\ ith
her father. She removed the sheet that covered his body and kissed him. And she
stayed there parallel to him, refusing to stand, their faces so near that she believed
her tears to be his. She stayed there even when men came to take him away. They
stood around, crying at the sight of a daughter kissing and holding her dead father.
But the only noise Rifca heard was the deafening silence of her broken watch.
5
Queens, New York. 2014.
My grandmother tells my mom and I that she's canceled her appoint
ment to remove the cancer on her cheek. Instead, she covers it with a Band-Aid.
"I take with me to my grave."
Today is her ninety-seventh birthday.
"But you don't look a day over eighty-five," I joke.
I sit across the table from her and study her skin, an aged parchment shed
ding tales with every movement, every touch. Her nails resemble withered pieces
of tree bark growing sideways from her curved fingers. The lines and folds of her
hands are a language of time, of war, of loss, a scripture I can't decode.
"What was it like where you lived as a child?" I ask.
"The city where 1 lived is a very beautiful city. Was mountains and was...
what you call..."
"Rivers."
"Yeah. And we have very big park. Was a different level where it plateau, and
you can see the city of Piatra Neamf. You know, from up. And after this you go
a little bit higher. They call it, 'The Corner of the Gospodina.' When a woman is
clean and cooks and she bakes and she does everything, you tell she's a very good
gospodina. She does good everything."
She pauses to sip her sherry. I do the same.
"You know, Lotti went to Romania. She went after so many years. And spe
cially to go see our house. Was important to her. The house didn't existed because
it was transformed. But the tree of nuts was still there."
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Luis GOMEZ
Birth
This house has never felt so small. Turning these lights off for the last time, I
can feel it, like a wave of horses crashing down in hard battle. A long war raged
between these walls, the mountain crashed down into a bed of flowers until they
reached hell. And as the mountain fell, the house fell. The small French windows
that once woke me up — like my mother's voice as a child — the same windows
that would allow the pitter-patter of rain to overcome my sleep, like the footsteps
of reluctant soldiers scared not of death but of living after the death. They know
their sins, this knowledge eating them inside, but the hopeless soldier becomes
no more than a machine. The rhythmic sound of rain calms me, and although 1
can't sleep much, I can think. I think it was Descartes who said, "I think, therefore
I am." My identity tied to the thoughts that bounce between the words spoken
softly, slowly. So slow that a thought's lifespan makes me immortal. I m nervous.
The fitting of the key for the last time feels good, the last breath of an old life
hardly lived. It is raining because it has to. A long drought has been carrying on,
throbbing veins of life burst, and as we take our last breath from a seeming suicide,
I say thank you.
— A Baby
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KATHFRINE GUYOT
Bio—
i

Jack must have been holding a glass of water when the five-thirty news
dried up the Midwest. I can tell because when 1 close and lock the door to our
apartment, a lonely shard of glass bites through the sole of my shoe, the prin
cess's pea to a thin flap of rubber and a calloused heel.
I have to wade through a glimmering pool of hostile starlight blades to turn
off the television—a college football game, it looks like, or maybe the NFL. I
don't care—don't bother to look at the score, don't see the fans screaming their
tonsils raw in the bleachers, don't glance at the jerseys, black and blue. There
are lean men on the sidelines dumping liquid crystals over the players' heads
until the sweat on their necks poisons the purity of two parts hydrogen and one
part oxygen.
The water turns brown long before it hits the grass, the blades of which are
too stiff, too still, too green to appreciate the artificial rain.
I watch the blank screen for a while after the television clicks off. I can't
remember how long 1 stand there, blinking. Long enough to feel my throat and
lips crumble in the June air like the chafing edges of tectonic plates that guard
the earth's flaming soul. When at last the only light in the world comes from the
little red button glowing on the cable box, that swirly symbol that has deposed
the sun as the seat of universal power, I walk into the bedroom with my hands
pressing my lymph nodes through the pulsing skin of my neck.
ii

Jack says he feels fine. He doesn't think our area is in one of the affected
zones.
I'm not so sure. When I was listening to NPR on my way home from work,
Steve Inskeep said the chemicals had started their journey in several locations
around Nebraska and Iowa and were snaking their way down the water sup
ply through streams and rivers—and perhaps in truck beds and the bellies of
low-flying planes. There have since been multiple contaminations reported in
Kansas and Missouri.
We're not far from Kansas, I tell Jack.
Far enough, he says.
It s Saturday. When I realize I can t brew my morning cup of coffee until
the chemicals clear out, I gulp a glass of orange juice and crawl back into bed.
I awaken around midday to the whine of a siren working itself into a tan
trum. In my dreams, 1 see the desperate red flashes cutting through my eyelids
and taking up permanent residence inside my skull, turning my head into a
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scarlet disco ball that paints spots on the walls wherever I point my ears and
nose. The dots disappear when my eyes roll into the sunlight. The red flashes
are shrinking as they ricochet farther down the lane, and 1 peer through the
window to catch the wheels of the ambulance nicking the curb on the corner of
Tennyson and Eighth Street.
There's condensation on the window. It looks vaguely green under the suns
gaze.
I close the blinds and wander into the living room, whereJack is reading
his iPhone like it's a newspaper on our takeout-stained sofa. The broken glass
and water stain have vanished from the floor. It's as if he never drank anything
at all.
iii

FEMA says bottled water is safe as long as it's not produced in our region
between now and whenever government tests can figure out what it is that's
turning our eight glasses a day into a nauseating cocktail of hundred-degree
fevers and permanent sleep. This announcement doesn't reach the radio until
Jack and I are already halfway to Walmart, where we plan to purchase food with
his paycheck and water with mine. My paycheck is larger than his.Jack likes to
tell people we defy gender stereotypes.
By the time the moms in minivans and farmers in pickup trucks have
lugged their bounty through the checkout aisle, our only choices are sparkling
water and water tainted with fake flavorings and chalky vitamins. We take a few
packs of each and stack them three boxes high in the back seat.
As we pull out of the parking lot, Steve Inskeep says the president has is
sued an executive order to begin rationing bottled water.
In other news, Congress will vote tomorrow on flood relief for victims of
Hurricane Luke.
iv
Nobody is allowed to go outside today on account of the weather. It s so
hot that the rivers are evaporating like dreams at sunrise, and meteorologists
are worried that the chemicals could be rising through the air.
It's like a three-day weekend, Jack yawns.
We stay in bed until our rumbling stomachs drag us as it by fishing lines to
the refrigerator, where we stick our heads in vegetable drawers to cool the sweat
on our noses.
This sucks, 1 say.
Could be worse, Jack replies. At least we re not sick.

The night is cool but clingy on the twin windowpanes in the kitchen, two
watering eyes that glow faintly orange against the neon OPEN sign ot the sub
sandwich shop across the street.
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Since the Thirst began—thanks to a few poetic bloggers, this is what the
Internet has taken to calling the crisis—I have come to understand the bound
less merits of the sandwich. Itls one of the few meals of taste and texture that
does not require water, provided it isn't made with lettuce, tomatoes, cucum
bers, bean sprouts, peppers, or any number of vegetables that need washing.
But you don't need vegetables to make a sandwich. I demonstrate this for
Jack with my hands waving excitedly over a pantomimed cutting board. Be
tween the two of us, we have consumed nine distinct varieties of the iconic sub
sandwich in the past six days, and there are at least four more sleeping upright
in the door of our refrigerator. We buy them in bulk at night, when the sun can
not peep at us from behind the earth's belly.
I have begun to look forward to these shadowy trips to the sub shop, where
I entertain myself by mixing and matching ingredients for what has become our
daily lunch and dinner. So far, I tell Jack, we've eaten all of our sandwiches on
either white or wheat bread. I would like to try rye next time, just for a change.
I'll have to think about my choice of meat. If it's too salty, it will steal the saliva
I guard so carefully beneath my tongue, which I will need to survive until
Thursday, our water day. Today is Tuesday. Five days after our visit to FEMA's
water center in the gym of a local high school, we have already run out of our
two-person weekly ration.
Jack's forehead gathers wrinkles in steady increments as I attempt to
calculate the combinations of bread, meat, cheese and condiments one can
create in our corner sub shop. I have yet to count the cheeses when he pats my
lips closed with his lightly trembling fingers, whose pads are soft with sweat.
I do not know where our bodies find the moisture to form perspiration when
our eyelids are too dry to close at night, but we are wet despite our inability to
shower. It is lucky that our apartment is so sweaty that it is easy to forget we are
sweating at all.
I think it's time to find another restaurant, he suggests, his forehead still
scrunched up like an old hound dog's. Chinese takeout, maybe. Or sushi—it's
okay if it's imported, isn't it?
All of the other restaurants are closed, I say.
He shrugs, and his forehead regains its boyish smoothness as he declares
that he would rather starve than allow another mushy union of bread and may
onnaise to ooze between his molars.
I turn my back to the windows and stuff my purse with my phone and wal
let. Sandwiches are not actually very interesting.
vi
We do not take the car this time. Our knees crack happily as we stretch
them into the darkness that walks with us step-for-step along the sidewalk,
and we are secretly relieved to be without the depressing third wheel of a radio
reporter. Lacing our fingers together through the horizontal bands of midnight
black and streetlamp yellow, we can pretend there is no news—just our skin,
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the stars, and our honeybee city, striped and sticky.
We pass several blocks of stores that are either closed or empty, which is
a lot like being closed. Outside the tattoo parlor where our neighbor had his
mother's name printed across the knuckles of his left hand—S-A-R-A-H, one
letter for every finger—a dog is licking the curb as if to draw tears from ice. I
want to whistle to it, pat its floppy, fuzzy ears, but I turn away.
Jack? I ask.
Huh.
Do you think they 'll fix this soon?
He waits to answer until he has opened the door to Roy's, the only con
venience store in town that doesn't sell those grease-blackened hotdogs that
roll around on metal grates all day and night, praying for plump palms to reach
down and grab them.
I think they 're doing their best, he says, nodding to Roy's nephew over the
counter. We're all doing our best.
At Roy's, two aisles are devoted entirely to cookies and candy bars. The
freezers are lined with the same kind of old-style ice cream cartons they would
have carried forty years ago. Jack and I shrink into the Velcro sneakers of fiveyear-olds as we hug to our chests all the pretty packages our parents would nev
er let us buy: Reese's Pieces in a crinkly bag; Oreos, regular and double-stuffed;
Little Debbie's Cosmic Brownies; round, pink Snowballs that sparkle in their
plastic wrappers; iced animal crackers; a bag of jumbo marshmallows, plus a jar
of peanut butter to dip them in; a carton of skim milk, because it s more watery
than whole milk; stale Swedish Fish (Swedish Fish are best eaten stale Roy
knows this); a tub of strawberry ice cream; and the powdered donuts that
crumble like ashes in your fingers and leave snow clinging to your bottom lip.
Jack also buys orange juice and a can of ginger ale.
Feeling okay? Roy's nephew asks.
Yeah. Just a little dehydrated.
Aren't we all.
vii
I wake up in the middle of the night and listen to the sounds my stomach
makes as it strains to dissolve the rubbery coating of the Snowball. I should
have stopped after the Cosmic Brownie. The Oreos were over the top.
Jack's arms are like X-rays around my waist, hot enough to melt the skin
from my bones and make my internal organs blush and tremble. I press the
back of my hand against his forehead and pull it away before it burns.
He has the fever.
In the kitchen, I find a clean dishtowel and soak it through with milk from
the fridge—the only alternative to orange juice and Coca Cola. Without wak
ing him, I lay the towel gently over his face and drag the standing fan across the
room until it cannot turn its windy eye beyond his head or beneath his toes.
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His breath comes in stunted sighs.
Finding my indent in the mattress, I stretch back out beside him and wrap
his X-ray arms around my waist. But I do not sleep again.
viii
1 am sitting, slouching, shivering on the floor in the middle of the kitchen
with a milk-crusted dishtowel shedding white slivers in my hands. He is in the
bed.
But he is not in the bed. It is in the bed.
It is dead.
ix

My tongue chafes against the chapped roof of my mouth as I step up to
the table, feeling my pupils expand like foamy black sponges at the sight of the
pristine jugs sitting just behind the volunteer's folding chair. She leans on both
elbows to keep from falling nose-first into the computer that verifies our eligi
bility to be nourished on this day.
ID please, she says.
My hands shake like bramble bushes as I set two plastic cards face-up on
the table, different people with the same last name. She doesn't notice the trem
ors—or if she does, she attributes them to the frailty of bone-dry nerves.
I feel thorny, drawing the blood of the strangers who stand behind me in
line. A few spaces back, there is a girl in a soft yellow jumper and dolls' sandals
pretending to fly between her parents' hovering hands. In my peripheral vision,
she looks like a canary. Her father has reddish eyes and her mother stumbles
whenever she takes a step, but they hold their breath and hoist her into the air
so she can feel, at least for a few seconds, that the earth cannot hold her down.
But I cannot feel too guilty. Given the chance, they would all do the same.
Anything to survive.
The volunteer flashes the IDs with a purple light and fixes me with a ques
tioning frown.
Who's Jack? she asks.
Conjuring a newlywed's shy smile, I explain, My husband. He's too tired to
stand in line today.
She nods and tap-tap-taps our names into the computer. We are both
cleared.
Of course we are: he is alive in the government database.
This is both a comfort and an agony.
I find myself panting as she pushes first one jug, then the other into my
quivering palms. They weigh me down below my feet as I heave them past
the giggling canary, but I cherish the burden, knowing it is twice as heavy as a
single ration. I will not go thirsty like the others. I know he would have wanted
it this way.
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In the parking lot, a hot knot of nausea begins to tangle the tubes of my
digestive system and roll slowly up my esophagus, as though my dense, round
soul is reversing its journey into my heart. Without dropping the jugs, I duck in
front of the hood of my car and see my soul splatter pink against the pavement.
Now I am especially glad I have two rations.

The door shudders again. It has been threatening to fall in on its hinges
since eleven this morning, bending into the weakened punches of our—my—
next-door neighbor, who throws his fist into the wood between strangled gasps
of humid breath. I imagine that with every punch, a shapeless bruise leaks from
the ink of his tattoo. I can feel his mother crying in the undertones of each slam.
SARAH, SARAH, SARAH. Or perhaps ARAH, ARAH, ARAH, because the let
ter on his thumb knuckle would not be so abused.
It began as a polite knock. Hi, how are you, sorry to bother you, hope
you've been keeping hydrated. And yet I could hear the salt burning his mouth
like Pop Rocks, stinging and swelling his tongue. He saw me lugging the jugs
up to my car Thursday—one for me, and the other, he assumed, for Jack.
His day is Tuesday. He ran out last night. Couldn t we help a neighbor out,
give him a glass, just a tiny eight-ounce glass?
Eight ounces I might spare—but he wouldn t take eight ounces. He is
a big man, a strong man, with rings around his calves and biceps to separate
one muscle from the next. If I unlock the door, he will hook the remaining
jug around one of the letters in his mother s name and knock me down with it
when I resist.
I cannot resent him. Humans become animals when cornered by the one
indefatigable predator—Death. We are snarling and desperate in the shameful
entrails of our souls. We are selfish. We want to live.
I heard a story this morning on the six-thirty news. It jolted me from my
new bed on the living room sofa, where I had fallen asleep watching a weather
map turn green. According to the early morning anchors, two masked men
had broken into the south-side water center sometime after midnight, blasting
through the lock with a merciless bullet and roaring off with the center s entire
supply of jugs lined up in their sixteen-wheeler, like eggs in a basket.
The south side's water center is based out of a church.
Today is Sunday.
The door shudders on.
xi
The next time I hear from the neighbor, it is some murky hour between
Sunday and Monday, and he is a hulking shadow bending over me on the wall.
I blink. The scene from my half-open eyes is too hazy with sleep and thirst
to awaken the part of my brain that flies and fights. If I scream, the sound will
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be smothered by the sweating palms of the air.
The shadow straightens with a rectangle gripped tightly in one of its hands.
As the black blob grows in size, I realize that the neighbor—his name eludes
me in the darkness—is walking toward me from the kitchen, where his expand
ing figure is outlined by the glow of the lavender candle in the windowsill. The
flame feeds the heat, but it also dilutes the odor that slithers in from the bed
room, though I have done my best to seal it off from the rest of the apartment
with a towel stuffed beneath the door.
He pauses beside the couch. I hold my breath and lock my joints, and yet I
cannot keep my shoulders from twitching around my spine. I am paralyzed prey,
poisoned by the phantoms of my nightmares. But he's not looking at me—not
even listening for me. He's sniffing. Once. Twice. Smothering his nose in his
elbow. Staring at the bedroom door. Thinking about going in.
It is a wonder he doesn't turn around when I begin choking on my short,
quick breaths. He is still contemplating the door. If he reports me, I will only
get a single ration this Thursday—perhaps not even that. Is it a crime, what I've
done? Is it written into law? I cannot say for sure. I will have to get rid of him
before I can find out. Throw him in the bedroom with the other one. It's not as
though the smell can get any worse.
The candle has melted through another layer of wax by the time he shakes
his head and steps, nose covered, out the door, which I imagine will not lock
anymore. As long as he has water, he will not trouble himself with the strange
happenings in the apartment across the wall. Perhaps Tuesday I will have the
energy to break into his apartment and steal back what I have lost.
xii

Sometimes I find myself standing in front of the kitchen sink, watching my
skin flake away against the smooth, silver tub of stainless steel and remember
ing when I used to wash dishes here, my hands plunging in and out of a foaming
pool until my fingers absorbed water in pudgy wrinkles around the nails. Now I
see the opaque phantom of a hissing stream flowing easily from the tap into the
thirsty, greedy drain. I try to grab it with my tongue, clamber up the counter on
my stomach like a snake in the desert sand, shove my head beneath faucet with
my eyes closed and jaw trembling at a pathetic angle around teeth that want
brushing.
The water does not come. I can see it, hear it, even smell it, but taste and
touch elude me. I would give my eyes and ears to feel it on my tongue now. I
fold myself like a paper doll into the static of the basin. One of my paper limbs
floats up around the steel neck, and, finding the lever, pushes, pushes, pushesNothing. Water has been cut off to the entire city. I bring my arm back to
my chest and watch the fountain pour from the faucet through my skull and into
the silent drain.
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xiii

It is July now,
When ghosts plague a burning brain
And I cannot breathe.
xiv
I am sitting on the living room couch, the one stained with the splotchy
brown memories of all the takeout Jack and I used to eat because it was cheap
and it was quick and for all our complaints we actually enjoyed the late-night
walks we took to pick it up in white plastic bags sitting on counters lacquered
with grease. Now I sit on the couch. Or lie on the couch. Or sleep on the couch.
1 rarely eat on the couch. I can't remember the last time I bought food.
In front of me is a weather map, now a permanent fixture on almost every
news channel. Green marks affected areas, blue clean ones. Day by day I watch
the blue cede territory to the green. It is like watching the geography of Ameri
can history on rewind: the West stolen back from the pioneers, Texas dying in
isolation, the Dust Bowl again blowing through the Midwest, but in our bodies
this time, not our fields, and on the East Coast, families packing up and ship
ping out in numbers that would have sunk the Mayflower a hundred times over.
Even Canada and Mexico are looking a little green around the edges.
I can see our Manifest Destiny, and it is not what O Sullivan envisioned
when he decided we would become the worlds divine temple of holy good
ness, stretching from the soil to the stars. We have hated, been hated, remedied
hatred, created new hatreds, and now received the consequences of someone
else's hatred, though whose we do not know. Or perhaps we do know, somewhere, locked in an intelligence building behind the sealed lips of computer
passwords and in the drawer of an old wooden desk. But I do not know. What
do I know? I know what the man on the television tells me as he reads words
from a teleprompter like popcorn kernels, popping them into his mouth and
rolling them with his tongue behind crisp, white teeth before spitting the m out
exactly as they were before.
Water rations will be decreased once again due to worldwide shortages, he
says. Most other deliveries of foreign goods have been postponed under new
legislation prioritizing the importation of water. It s the fastest Congress has
moved since it first heard of Monica Lewinsky, he jokes. Nobody in the newsroom laughs. But I laugh. I am a clown blowing giggles into animal balloons as
he continues, no smile—The official death count for this week is already the
highest we have seen since the Thirst began. Dehydration is now responsible
for as many deaths as the chemicals released through bio
Blink. The green map disappears in the black quicksand eating the screen,
sinking with the abyss of vowel sounds that linger unfinished in the air. The
power button is no longer red. I have not turned the television off for several
days. Now it has turned itself off. It should have asked first.
Bio—, he said. Bio. Biology. Bionicles. Biopsy. Who gets biopsyany-^ ^

more? We are under the scalpel of a common autopsy, experimentation to
determine the cause of our mass internal death.
Bio. Bio. I know what he was going to say. But I don't want to say it. It starts
with bio- and ends with -ism. Like schism. Only longer, in two hisses—schissm. Schismatic world, divided along fault lines that itch and bleed against each
other. Their teeth around an error. Bio. Error. Ism. And one more letter. It's in
hate.
I will pretend that's not what he was going to say. Why does it have to be?
It doesn't matter. There's no one to misunderstand him but me. I'll take off the
-o and it becomes Bi-. Bi. Bi. Bible—no. Bisexual. Bisexual, biannual, bicycle,
bias. By. By-the-book. By your side. By his side. I was by his side when he died
and I cried. Bi. By. Bye. That's an 'N Sync song. Bye, he said. Bye bye. Bye Bye
Birdie. Bye, world. Goodbye. Goodbye to you.
Bye.
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BRANDON ROMAN
Lee For Her
Most of the time I meet Mara outside Boscov's, on the stoop. Today I do
that, on the stoop. We've known each other since school. I've got a coiffed hair
style and cigarettes and I wear a nice bra, for my own sake.
She'll likely say something about her shift. She works the one after mine.
Another woman, a coworker, gets Mara razed daily. She is Lily, fitful and
obscene. Inside of her grows a baby, hard, white and shiny as a tooth. She
has the tiredness or the hunger that makes her feel wild and plainspoken and
always the store is kept too cold!
I'm in there now, I am so impatient. There is Lily leaning her breasts over
the counter. She, saying: "I'll tell you what, Mar, it's coming from this crevice if
it comes at all. I prayed for a year and it's almost time!
I feel some pain upon discovering this intimacy and again have the urge to
give Mara a little life of her own, but of course there are the basic symmetries ot
our biology preventing that.
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ELANA SPIVACK
How to Beat Your Heartache
Michelle got a cat. She'd wanted to name him Purry (" Cause he's a cat.
Dull."), but her therapist told her to change it because it was too close to her
ex's name (Murray). So Mr. Whiskers it was. Except Michelle was then com
pelled to call herself Mrs. Whiskers, so then it was just Whiskers. Of course,
that reminded her of Murray's moustache, so that was out. Eventually, he
became Kat.
He was copper colored (Michelle remembered seeing that color in Mur
ray's hair during the summer) with almond-shaped pupils (almond was Mur
ray's favorite nut).
Michelle vowed to be there for her darling feline always, whether his
nose was warm or cool, whether he ate Fancy Feast or sardine oil. "I have only
one rule," she'd said when he moved in. "Love." And she did love him. She let
him sleep on the pillow right next to her head. She let him strut around on the
breakfast table while she ate. She didn't even care when she found her unworn
white dress with shred tracks, like it was crying frayed threads.
Hold on a moment, love," she said to Kat one morning as the ph one
rang. "Hello?"
"Sweetie, it's me."
"Oh, hi, Mom."
"Hi, hun." Pause. "Do you have plans this weekend?"
1 m taking Kat to be photographed, at that place downtown on the
corner?"
"Yes, dear, I know." Pause. "Why don't you come visit?"
"And leave Kat all by himself? You can't ask me to do that."
A sigh. "I know I can't, dear."
And God knows you've tried, Michelle thought. "Well, bye, Mom."
"Bye dear. I love yo—"
A few weeks later, Michelle saw Kat clawing white paint off the front
door; through the door's window she saw a feral calico sitting outside. "Slut,"
she muttered. Then she bought an ID collar for Kat in case he ran off, and a'
shotgun in case she needed one. She only wished she'd bought it when Murray
first started scratching at the door for his own calico pussycat.
The months passed between Michelle and Kat. Mice were killed and
no one shed tears; litter boxes were dutifully filled with scented sand;
eventually, Michelle could no longer distinguish copper fur from the rest of her
fiirniture, and she didn't care. One afternoon, a few days after their nine-month
anniversary, Michelle arrived with a cardboard box full of holes. She set it down
and released a gray tomcat. "Sylvester," she called him affectionately. Kat and
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Sylvester sniffed each other cautiously. "I'll take care of you boys," she assured.
They both looked at her and didn't answer, though she wished they did. Or
that they could. What's one more cat around here? she thought. Maybe I'll get
another, or two or three. "You must be hungry!" She went to open the tin can
of Fancy Feast Fish Medley. She caught a whiff of it like usual, but for the first
time realized how scrumptious it smelled.
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